2i8            ENGLAND'S   HOUR

I make a mental resolution to inspect the
commissariat department before I leave the
building.

"And what about the children?" I con-
tinue, looking at the little flaxen-haired girl
lying back in a mail-cart and sucking half
an orange which will soon be due for disposal
in the- usual manner by throwing it on the
floor.

" Well, aU she gets is just a bit of what you
have yourself, and that's no food for a
child.5'

"How old is she?"

"Just eighteen months.   She's my youngest."
"Don't they give her any milk, then?"
"Oh, milkl   Yes, she gets plenty of that."
After learning from the disgruntled mother
that lavatory accommodation is provided on a
sufficient scale for everyone who wishes to have
a daily wash, I go across the passage to the
canteen where meals are served. Here a series of
exhortations pinned up on the walls show the
.   determined though Sisyphus-like attacks which
the harassed local authorities  are making on
potential  disease   and   primitive   standards   of
cleanliness.

"Mothers possessing babies' feeding bottles
with teats," I read, "must produce them at
10 a.m. every morning so that they can be
boiled."